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CHAOS. 


Chapter  I. 

GOD  !  Great  and  mighty  God  of  my 
Fathers!  Strengthen  and  uplift  me,  give 
me  power  and  courage  to  speak  the  truth, 
to  point  out  tlie  right  way,  to  show  the 
path  to  life. 

Give  me  understanding  to  read  the 
riddles  and  to  discover  the  secrets  of  man 
and  of  his  soul.  0  may  thy  Presence  rest 
upon  me,  and  let  me  not  stumble  in  the 
path  of  thy  messages.  Be  unto  me  a  pil- 
lar of  tlame  to  light  up  the  darkness  of 
the  beginning  and  the  end  of  the  genera- 
tions. 

Sharpen  my  dull  speech  that  I  may 
therewith  vanquish  the  death-angel  and 
blunt  the  keenness  of  the  sword. 
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Fuse  my  broken  spirit  in  the  t'urnaee  of 
thy  glory  and  cool  it  in  the  stream  of 
eternity.  And  let  the  echo  of  my  voice 
reach  to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  to  the 
confines  of  the  seas,  until  mankind,  the 
dreaming  and  suffering,  wakens  out  of  his 
wild,  dark  dreams,  and  beholds  the  sun- 
shine of  God.  Until  he  feels  the  divine 
fire  in  his  veins,  the  fire  of  love,  justice 
and  beauty,  which  shall  resound  like  the 
waves,  surge  like  the  Hoods,  and  scorch 
like  the  sun  in  his  strength  ;  until  the 
fire  shall  spread  and  spread  and  there 
shall   come   forth   a   new  life,   a   new    age. 


Chapter  II. 

IN  the  mournful  days  of  Nicholas  the 
Second,  William  the  Second  and  George 
the  Fifth,  in  the  third  year  of  the  great 
world-war,  I  east  my  eyes  Eastward  and 
beheld,  through  a  mist,  a  ladder  standing 
in  a  welter  of  human  blood,  and  the  top 
of  it  reached  to  heaven.  Immediately  I 
took  my  wanderer's  staff  and  my  lantern, 
the  perpetual  light,  and  sought  a  way  to 
the  ladder.  But  the  further  and  more 
anxiously  I  sought,  the  thicker  the  mist, 
and  the  ladder  of  lire  almost  disappeared 
from  me. 

Suddenly  some  angels  became  visible, 
took  me  on  their  wings  and  soared  with 
me  to  the  topmost  rung  of  the  ladder. 

Leisurely,     slowly,     seven    great     red. 
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burning  gates  swung  open,  and  out  of  the 
seventh  heaven  I  heard  God's  voice  :  — 

Moysheh  Oyved,  son  of  Yechiail ! 

Go  down  among  suffering  men  and 
weep  over  their  ruin.  Show  them  the 
cause  of  their  fall,  teach  them  how  to  save 
themselves,  speak  to  them  and  say  : 

Thus  saith  God  : 

Man.  darling  of  my  creation,  crown  of 
my  pride,  together  with  thee  I  created 
the  world,  for  thy  sake  I  planted  Eden. 
I  breathed  into  thy  sold  the  divine  breath 
of  love,  beauty  and  goodness,  I  impressed 
my  image  on  thy  heart  and  gave  thee  the 
power  to  create  in  thy  turn.  But,  because 
thou  hast  poisoned  love,  therefore  hasl 
thou  falsified  right  and  degraded  beauty, 
therefore  hast  thou  driven  me  forth  out 
of  thy  soul  ;  my  holy  and  beloved  temple, 
into  the  lonely  emptiness  of  the  seventh 
heaven.  Only  traces  of  my  spirit  remain 
with  thee,  only  the  shadow  of  my  light, 
only  a  few  sparks  in  a  great  heap  of  ashes. 

Before  thou  didst  desert  me,  the  hori- 
zon glowed  with  thy  mighty  deeds,  and 
now  the  very  mile  is  ashamed  of  thy  weak- 
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ness.  Once  in  the  spring  of  thy  youth, 
chaos  fled  before  thee,  with  thy  knowledge 
and  thy  might  thou  didst  create  the  ele- 
ments, and  out  of  them  the  earth  with 
her  mountains  and  valleys,  thou  didst 
knead  islands  with  thy  fingers,  squeeze 
out  the  seas,  and  hew  thee  out  granite 
rocks.  The  rocks  were  rubbed  together 
in  thy  hands,  millions  of  sparks  and  a 
meat  and  inextinguishable  flame  flew  out. 
The  flame  became  the  sun,  and  the 
sparks — the  stars.  They  are  witnesses 
of  thy  rule  aforetime,  and  of  thy  power 
to  create  with  my  spirit.  The  skies  drew 
back  in  thy  honour  and  the  planets  bowed 
before  thee. 

Rut  to-day?  To-day  thou  rollest  thy- 
self in  earth  like  a  worm  and  beggesi  for 
pity;  like  a  weary  ass  thou  lookest  to 
heaven   for   help. 

Woe  is  me  tor  thee  !  thus  God  laments 
and  weeps.  Me  hast  thou  driven  forth, 
the  creator  hast  thou  expelled  and  a  crea- 
ture hast  thou  become. 


Chapter  III. 

AS  a  mother,  wandering  in  the  wilder- 
ness, driven  from  her  home,  from  the  nest 
of  her  beloved  and  helpless  little  ones, 
waters  the  thirsty  sand  with  her  tears,  and 
as  /ion's  desolate  hills  nourish  hungry 
gazelles  and  jackals,  thus  also  God,  God, 
driven  and  hunted  forth  far  from  his  child- 
ren, gives  his  power  to  earth,  water  and 
air.  and  his  wisdom  to  evil  spirits  and 
dangerous  demons. 

In  the  wheels  of  the  machinery, 
in  the  anchors  of  ships.  in  the 
smoke  of  chimneys,  there.  ()  men,  there- 
is  more  of  the  spirit  of  God  than  in  you, 
poor,  unhappy,  loveless,  God's  extin- 
guished children. 
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Chapter  IV. 

SAITH  GOD  : 

The  time  has  conic  for  thee  to  light  a 
torch  of  understanding,  ten  thousand 
times  larger  than  the  sun,  with  milliards 
of  rays,  to  warm  and  to  lighten  the  chilled 
and  darkened  hearts  of  the  children  of 
men. 

Give  the  nations  laws  by  which  to  Live 
happily,  quicken  in  their  souls  the  sparks 
of  love,  justice  and  beauty. 

Till  mankind  shall  have  climbed  and 
reached  the  secrets  of  creation,  the  store- 
houses of  power,  and  shall  have  van- 
quished and  subdued  the  hidden  forces 
of  nature. 
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Chapter   V. 

I   FEI/L  on  my  lace  and  pleaded: 

Tell  me,  beloved  soul,  tell  me,  life  of 
my  life,  what  has  brought  you  hither  into 
this  cold,  strange  cage?  .And  who.  who, 
O  beautiful  bird  of  heaven,  has  clipped 
your  bright  wings?  You  moan  as  though 
a  wild  hunter  had  pierced  your  tender 
heart  with  his  arrow,  you  scarcely  breathe, 
you  hardly  sigh.  Has  a  snake  bitten  you 
or  an  evil  worm  gnawed  you,  that  I  see 
a  deathly  loam  escape  from  your  mouth? 
Once  you  were  so  beautiful  and  so  strong, 
your  laughter  and  your  songs  rang  out 
above  the  golden  bells  in  the  day  of  the 
joy  of  the  harvest,  and  now  your  mouth 
hardly  opens,  your  tongue  hardly  moves. 
Confide  in  me.  tell  me,  dove  of  mine, 
what  tears  are  these  that  fall  from  your 
eyes?  Why  are  you  hiding  your  face 
for  shame?  Soul  of  mine,  what  has  be- 
fallen you?  Tell  me,  tell  me  quickly! 
"  (>//;"    sighed    the  soul   bitterly,    and 
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answered  me  :  listen  very  attentively  and 
I  will  tell  you  : 

Thou  knowest  that  in  my  youth  I  was 
a  living,  flying  Maine,  glowing  through- 
out with  love,  and  as  I  glowed  I  flew 
hither  and  thither,  seeking  my  true 
lover.  The  one  who  should  complete 
and  carry  on  my  existence  and  creative 
power,  him  I  longed  tor  and  sought. 

1  sought  him  waking,  I  sought  him 
sleeping,  I  sought  him  in  the  fulness  of 
light  and  within  the  bounds  of  darkness, 
from  the  rising  of  the  morning  star  till 
late  at  night.  On  the  high  mountains  T 
sought  him  and  in  the  deep  valleys, 
among  the  hay-stacks  and  the  sheep- 
cotes,  in  the  fields  and  woods,  in  the  pas- 
tures and  gardens.  In  all  dark  caves 
and  in  the  thickets,  in  every  hole  and 
corner  I  sought  him  and  could  not  find 
him. 

T  lowered  myself,  fluttered  and  beat  my 
wings  at  palace-windows  and  at  small, 
dim  panes,  and  looked  for  him  and  called 
him,  but  he  neither  saw  me  nor  heard  me. 

Woe  is  me    1  cannot  forgive  myself  the 
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shame,  the  disgrace — I  sought  hint  in 
strange  nests,  on  strange  perches  and  in 
strange  bosoms,  till  I  could  seek  no 
longer,  till  I  sank  down  sick  and  fainting, 
weary  to  death  with  looking  and  longing, 
with  despair  and  with  shame. 

And  as  I  lay  there  in  cold  and  misery 
and  felt  my  strength  ebbing  away,  a 
strange  wild  bird  of  passage  Hew  by, 
foreign  to  my  heart  and  strange  to  my 
soul,  and  he  settled  near  me.  and  said 
indifferently  : 

"  Come,  he  my  bride,  and  I  will  be 
your  bridegroom.  What  hast  thou  gained 
with  all  thy  wandering  and  thy  vain  seek- 
ing? Come,  let  us  embrace  and  be  bound 
and  fettered  together  like  a  pair  of  true 
lovers.  Thou  shalt  cry  aloud  to  all  >vho 
p;iss  by,  to  all  other  wanderers  and 
seekers,  that  thou  lovesl  me  to  distraction, 
and  I  will  proclaim  aloud  from  the  house- 
tops my  love  for  thee.  We  will  make  a 
nes!  for  us  twain,  and  dwell  in  it  as  other 
birds  of  good  fame  do,  and  the  fire  of 
love  that  is  in  thee  shalt  thou  stifle  and 
extinguish,    neighbours   shall   not  hear  of 
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it,  and  friends  shall  not  know  of  it — God 
forbid.  As  thy  parents  did  before  thee 
and  as  thy  children  shall  do  after  thee, 
thus  do  thou.  Continual  wandering  is  un- 
seemly, and  to  seek  for  ever  is  foolish. 
it  leads  to  error  and  to  sin.  In  no  ease 
wilt  thou  find  thy  true  love,  nor  he  thee. 
Indeed,  he  is  doubtless  warming  himself 
now  in  ether  nests,  and  spreading  his 
wings   oxer   some    lighter   love. 

Stay  not,  think  not,  but  come 
up  to  my  nesting  place  and  have 
no  fear;  it  will  be  well  with  thee 
there.  Thou  shalt  preen  and  plume 
thyself,  and  deck  thyself  with  many- 
coloured  feathers  which  T  have  torn 
from  the  nests  of  neighbouring  birds. 
Have  no  fear!  I  have  already  given  a 
Pew  golden  ''cat hers  to  the  song-birds, 
they  will  sing  our  praise  and  magically 
defend  us. 

"()  thou  inexperienced  little  fool,  prat- 
ing to  me  of  compassion  and  justice  and 
neighbourly  love.  Thinkest  thou  that  1 
am  by  nature  a  bird  of  prey?  By  no 
means.  Thou  art  mistaken.  The  love 
disenchantments    of     manv     generations 
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have  embittered  my  heart,  and  filled  me 
with  anger,  hate  and  thirst  tor  revenge. 

Do  not  shrink,  do  not  be  shy,  conic 
quickly,  conic  to  my  nesting-pla?e,  lie 
not  in  the  open  Held  where  the  vultures 
will  tear  thee  alive,  wait  not  till  thy  sun 
sets  and  the  night  birds  gather  and  mock 
at   thee." 

And  so,  the  soul  told  me,  I  allowed 
myself  to  be  persuaded,  but  I  swear  by 
my  wounds  and  bruises,  I  fought  and 
struggled  with  him  and  with  myself,  only 
I   was  overpowered  and   I  tell  and  fell— 

Woe  is  me,  woe  is  me,  who  can  help 
me?    Who  will  have  pity  on  me? 

Then  I  spoke  thus  to  her:  ()  wander- 
ing, distraught  and  suffering  soul.  () 
thou  dear  soul  of  mine.  God  has  heard 
thy  crying  and  will  save  thee.  He  feels 
thy  sorrows,  he  has  seen  thee  seeking, 
straying  and  stumbling,  and  he  has  come 
to  shew  thee  the  right,  bright  way,  to  re- 
store thy  wasted  strength,  to  »ive  thee 
back  thy  lost  beauty,  and  the  divine  love, 
thy  rightful  inheritance  from  the  Father 
of  creation. 


Chapter  VI. 

()  MEN,  tormented  and  suffering  men, 
thus  saith  (iod  : 

Tear  off  the  burning  plaster  from  your 
wounds,  pour  away  your  stomach  medi- 
cines, break  your  operating  knives,  for 
your  doctors  do  not  understand  your 
diseases,  and  your  professors  do  not  feel 
your  pain,  they  give  your  prescriptions 
and  opiates,  and  all  of  them  are  useless  to 
you.  They  drug  you  and  benumb  you 
and  poison  you,  and  then  they  amputate 
you  and  mutilate  you  without  sense  or 
mercy,  they  only  increase  your  suffering, 
embitter  your  life  and  shorten  your  days. 

I  will  tell  you  what  causes  your  distress 
and  the  rotting  of  your  bones  ;  1  will  ex- 
plain to  you  the  chiel'  reason  of  your 
sickness,  and  that  is,  chaos  in  love. 
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There  is  wild  confusion  in  the  love  be- 
tween the  human  sexes,  it  becomes  worse 
with  every  succeeding  generation,  and 
will  lead  finally  to  the  death  aguny. 

Von  are  yearning  for  faithfulness, 
thirsting  for  Love  and  crying  out  pite- 
ously :  "  Help,  help,  we  are  dying  for 
love."  lint  the  doctors  stop  their  ears 
and  continue  to  write  prescriptions  on 
parchment  and  on  paper,  on  marble  and 
on  canvas,  remedies  of  various  names  . 
bread  and  votes,  war  and  peace,  and 
other  nonsense,  both  new-fangled  and 
old-fashioned  besides. 

They  give  you  good  advice  and  bad. 
poisons  both  sweet  and  bitter,  to  counter- 
act your  inner  maladies  and  plagues,  to 
destroy  the  microbes  true  and  false,  but 
the  snakes  of  hatred  born  out  of  the  chaos 
of  love,  the  thousand-headed  snakes,  of 
which  every  head  has  a  thousand  months 
and  every  month  a  thousand  fangs,  poison- 
ing not  only  the  present  and  future 
generations,  but  casting  their  venom  over 
the  pure  spirits  of  the  past — these  snakes 
thev  Id  live  and  multiply. 


Chapter  VII. 

SAITII  GOD: 

Go   and    speak   thus  to    suffering  and 
fallen  man  : 

Your  law-givers  have  admonished  you 
to  be  good  and  amenable,  your  prophets 
have  spoken  to  you  silvery  words  and 
golden  phrases,  and  your  dreamers  have 
lulled  you  with  visions  of  liberty,  equality 
and  brotherhood.  Everyone  of  them  in 
the  name  of  his  God  has  preached  and  re- 
proved and  perplexed  you,  but  you  had  to 
be  disobedient  to  their  teaching,  because 
the  kernel  of  their  morality  was  rotten, 
the  shells  of  progress  which  they  exhibited 
before  you  were  empty  of  the  true  wis- 
dom, the  road  which  they  told  you  to  walk 
in  was  dark  and  slippery. 

They  demanded  of  you  that  you  should 
go    and    seek     and    drink    of    the    secret 
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springs  of  your  life  with  your  eyes  closed 
and  your  mouth  gagged. 

You  went,  you  sought,  but  you  lost 
your  bearings  and  stumbled  and  fell  and 
sinned. 

It  has  not  ended  your  miseries  that 
good-hearted  men  have  been  concerned 
for  themselves  and  for  you,  have  pro- 
vided you  with  hospitals  and  asylums, 
orphanages  and  almshouses,  and  given 
you  rules  and  regulations  for  every  breath 
you   draw    and   every    step   you   take. 

The  lit'es  of  heroes  has  not  redeemed 
you,  nor  the  deaths  of  martyrs. 

The  enslaving  and  exploiting  of  weaker, 
unarmed  peoples  has  not  Freed  you. 

The  blood  of  the  poor  and  of  the  help- 
less which  you  turned  into  liquid  gold  and 
wine  has  brought  you  no  happiness. 

Good  deeds  could  not  deliver  you,  still 
less  evil  ones,  because  the  way  of  love, 
which  is  the  way  of  life,  has  been  dark 
and  stifling  and  chaotic — swallows  in  lions 
dens,  toads  in  doves  nests,  gall  swamps 
and  rivers  of  tears. 


Chapter  VIII. 

AS  the  sea  will  at  times  cast  forth  upon 
the  shore  the  two  halves  of  a  stone,  which 
centuries  earlier  was  split  and  shattered 
by  the  merciless  hammer  of  the  stone- 
breaker,  as  an  earthquake  has  been  known 
to  throw  into  the  arms  of  a  lover  the  true 
love  he  has  sought  all  through  his  life— 
so  is  it,  as  by  a  miracle,  when  the  moon, 
the  wind-stream  or  the  storm,  or  the 
strong  influences  of  the  planets,  drive  to- 
gether two  souls  who  have  unknowingly 
loved  one  another  from  their  love's  birth, 
and  fuses  their  two  souls  into  one.  But 
the  greater  number  of  men  are  born,  live 
and  die  lonely,  broken  and  wave-tossed. 
They  may  be  physically  and  sexually  in 
love,  lawfully  or  unlawfully  married, 
many  even  mav  imagine  themselves  truly 
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in  love,  measuring  love  by  the  commonly 
accepted  measure  of  hate,  and  yet,  spiri- 
tually they  remain  like  two  contrasted 
metals  which  no  heat  can  unite,  two  ele- 
ments which  no  magnet  can  draw  to- 
gether. 

Like  two  small  pigs  tied  together  by 
the  feet,  and  which  squeal  and  squeak 
most  terribly,  and  struggle  to  tear  them- 
selves free  and  run  to  the  opposite  ends 
of  creation,  such,  too  often,  are  men. 

Men  who  are  falsely  paired,  tied  and 
scaled  by  false  human  laws,  may  protest, 
cry  out  and  grind  their  false  teeth,  they 
may  curse  the  falseness  of  the  law,  the 
falseness  of  their  life,  the  falseness  of  the 
gods  in  whose  name  they  arc  made  to 
suffer.  They  may  break  a  seal  of  their 
knots,  a  ring  of  their  chain,  seek  further, 
break  another  fastening  and  seek  again, 
but  for  all  that  they  will  never  find  their 
hear!  's  desire. 

Like  a  little  lost,  blind  child  that  cries 
and  screams  :  "  Mother,  mother,"  and 
there  is  no  one  to  save  it,  so  your  soul 
weens  and   cries  aloud:   "  Love,   love!  ' 
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She  cries  and  calls,  sighs  and  moans,  cuts 
herself  to  the  quick  on  stones,  tears  strips 
off  herself  on  thorns,  till  she  comes  to  the 
grave,  and  even  in  the  grave  she  cannot 
rest. 


Chapter  IX. 

O  MEN,  men,  clever  men! 

When  you  desire  fresh  flowers,  you  go 
into  the  garden,  you  seek  them  not  at  the 
exit  of  theatres,  or  in  dark  street  corners. 
When  you  would  build  a  house,  you 
choose  a  skilful  architect.  When  a  child 
is  about  to  be  born,  you  summon  a  doctor, 
a  midwife.  There  is  no  important  matter 
in  which,  if  not  yourselves  proficient,  you 
depend  on  a  miracle — no,  nor  indeed  in 
smaller  things  do  you  fail  to  seek  counsel. 
But  when  it  comes  to  the  fuller  life  and 
perfecting  of  your  soul,  to  the  continua- 
tion of  your  existence,  then  you  fool 
yourselves  sadly — then  there  reigns  stupi- 
dity and  chaos  and  topsy-turvy dom. 

As  the  beggar  dreams  of  a  fortune,  and 
peers  after  it  into  every  dust-bin,  so  do 
you  dream  and  search  after  love. 
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You  fall  in  love,  or  so  you  think  ;  you 
marry,  and  all  without  understanding, 
without  responsibility,  without  education. 
You  have  schools  and  colleges  for  every 
kind  of  art,  science  and  learning,  only  not 
for  the  science  of  learning  of  human  love 
and  the  art  of  living,  all  that  is  left  for 
sensational  novel  writers  and  professional 
poets. 

You  study  the  stars  more  than  the 
soul,  you  are  more  interested  in  the 
breeding  of  horses  than  in  the  passions 
and  love  pangs  of  men  and  their 
children. 

They  have  taught  you  and  forced  you 
to  build  pyramids,  altars  and  cloisters, 
canal  bridges  and  monuments,  they  have 
instructed  you  how  to  copy  the  hues  of  the 
skies,  and  to  imitate  the  bird  on  the  wing, 
they  have  acquainted  you  with  the  ele- 
ments of  a  broken  potsherd,  but  not  with 
the  foundation  of  life. 

They  have  trusted  you  with  the  most 
secret  of  secrets  in  the  world,  but  not  with 
the  key  of  life. 

That,   that   is  the   reason  of  vour   fall, 
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that  is  why  the  lamp  of  your  soul  smoul- 
ders and  darkens  more  and  more  from 
generation  to  generation  ;  why  the  beau- 
tiful world  lias  become  a  wilderness,  the 
once  god-like  men  who  walked  it  have 
become  dry  thorns  that  poison  with  a 
prick,  fungus  growths  that  sicken  one 
with  their  smell — that  is  why  you  have 
spoilt  and  disfigured  God's  creation  and 
blasphemed   God  himself. 

And  because  love  is  life  and  hate  is 
death,  what  is  the  wonder  if  all  your 
creeds,  philosophies,  sciences  and  dis- 
coveries, for  which  you  have  sacrificed  so 
much,  from  which  so  much  was  hoped, 
have  not  availed  you?  On  the  contrary, 
with  every  generation,  man  is  poorer  in 
spirit  and  weaker  in  body,  and  never 
before  was  the  world  so  full  of  prostitu- 
tion,  rapine  and  murder. 


Chapter  X. 

AND  so  God  said  to  me  : 

Go  and  declare  to  mankind  how  to 
direct  the  disordered  and  confused  cur- 
rents of  human  love,  that  they  may  flow 
naturally  and  freely,  and  unite  peaceably 
and  run  into  the  great,  rushing  river  of 
life. 

And  these,  ()  my  people,  are  the 
foundations  of  health,  of  love,  of  reason 
and  of  life  the  foundations  which  you 
shall  lay  when  you  come  into  your  holy 
land,  and  they  shall  be  an  example  for 
other  nations. 

Everyone  that  is  born  in  the  land  shall 
be  examined  once  a  year  on  his  birthdav 
or  in  his  birth-week  as  to  both  his  physi- 
cal and  his  mental  condition. 

Till  he  is  fifteen  years  old,  by  the 
State    doctors    for    children,    and     from 
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fifteen  years  old  by  the  advisory  Council 

cor  love. 

Every  such  Council  shall  consist  of 
thirteen  men  and  women,  four  of  them 
doctors  of  love  and  marriage,  four  of 
them  physicians,  four  psychologists,  and 
at  their  head  shall  be  a  professor  of  the 
art  of  life.  They  shall  be  appointed  by, 
and  be  responsible  to,  the  ministry  of 
love  and  marriage.  This  ministry  shall 
be  given  the  first  place  in  the  Sanhcdrin, 
and  they  shall  be  the  High  Priests  of 
Love. 

Every  fifty  thousand  citizens  shall  have 
their  special  Council  and  all  the  Councils 
shall  be  in  continuous  touch  with  one 
another.  They  shall  sit  five  hours  a  day 
for  five  days  in  the  week,  holidays 
excepted. 

It  shall  be  the  moral  duty  of  every  in- 
dividual, man  or  woman,  married  or  free. 
to  present  themselves  voluntarily  once  a 
year,  for  examination,  and  to  declare 
frankly  at  the  time,  all  their  feelings,  de- 
sires and  aspirations,  and  to  the  best  of 
their  knowledge,  their  physical  and  men- 
tal    state.        The      Council      thoroughly 
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acquainted  with  the  fifty  thousand  souls 
under  its  care,  and  being  in  touch  with 
the  other  Councils  in  the  country,  will 
be  able  to  sift  and  crystallise  the  store  of 
love  material  of  the  population,  to  separ- 
ate the  pure  from  the  impure,  the  healthy 
from  the  morbid,  the  blooming  from  the 
cankered,  and  will  be  in  a  position  to  ad- 
vise who  with  whom  should  unite,  and 
who  with  whom  should  not. 

And  thus,  instead  of  men  being  obliged, 
as  now,  to  seek  and  choose  the  intimate 
sharer  of  their  bodily  and  spiritual  life 
with  the  help  of  their  own  quick  or  slow 
perception,  their  own  controlled  or  un- 
controlled feeling,  after  a  longer  or 
shorter,  but  nearly  always  a  limited  and 
chance  acquaintance,  with  no  means  of 
ascertaining  correctly  each  the  other's 
descent,  circumstances,  physical  and 
psychic  history,  instead  of  this,  under 
organized  experienced  and  scientific  guid 
ancc — all  such  necessary  means  will  be 
available,  and  he  or  she  will  be  able  to 
choose  among  a  large  number  of  suitable 
ones,  his  or  her  heart's  wish,  soul's  desire. 
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and  the  one  who  answers  to  his  or  her 
true   ideal. 

There  shall  be  no  compulsion  whatever, 
they  will  only  marry  if  and  when  they  love 
each  other,  of  their  free  will,  and  separate 
if  and  when  they  do  not  love  eaeh  other. 

It'  you  will  follow  this  system  of  order 
in  human  love,  there  will  arise  a  great  new 
generation  of  saints,  geniuses  and  heroes, 
with  a  divine  love  and  a  spiritual  life,  such 
as  your  eyes  are  too  dim,  and  your  brains 
too  weak,  to  imagine. 

Because,  when  you  shall  be  united 
under  a  wisely  ordered  and  harmonious 
system  of  life  and  love,  you  will  plant 
roots  from  which  there  shall  grow  strong 
stems  with  healthy  boughs  and  sweet, 
sound  fruit,  all  will  be  crowned  with 
paradise  flowers,  from  which  you  will 
plait  everlasting  love-knots,  and  never- 
fading   wreaths,   of  love  and   life. 


Chapter  XI. 

THESE  are  the  foundations  of  justice  : 

You  shall  divide  your  holy  land  into 
seventy-one  parts,  of  which  each  one  shall 
choose  a  member  to  the  Sanhedrin,  a  man 
or  a  woman.  The  Sanhedrin  shall  choose 
a  head  from  among  themselves.  You 
shall  have  no  king. 

Every  man  shall  complete  a  course  at 
a  high  school,  and  shall  learn  the  world 
language  beside  the  national  language. 

Every  person  shall  have  the  right  to 
vote,  but  only  in  matters  whereof  he  is 
competent  to  judge  from  having  made  a 
study  of  them,  and  only  after  receiving  a 
Franchise  certificate  from  his  professor. 

You  shall  elect  to  the  Sanhedrin  only 
such  men  as  have  distinguished  them- 
selves by  their  wisdom  and  learning,  and 
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who   will  understand,   and    feel  for,   the 
needs  of  the  people. 

Five  of  the  council  shall  be  poets  and 
five  musicians,  because  when  delicate 
cases  of  feeling  come  before  it,  when  ques- 
tions are  raised  touching  the  depths  of  the 
human  heart,  how  will  you  convince  your 
opponent  with  cold  reasoning  and  dry 
statistics?  Nothing  else  will  move  him  as 
would  a  poem  or  a  beautiful  melody. 
Then  the  poets  shall  sing  and  the  musi- 
cians play.  Thus  will  laws  he  made  with 
both  sense  and  Peeling,  laws  which  the 
people  will  sanction,  sanctify  and  love. 


Chapter  XII. 

AND  these  are  the  foundations  of 
beauty  : 

When  you  come  into  the  land  of  Israel, 
you  shall  choose  the  safest  and  fairest 
place  in  the  country  for  a  great  national 
temple  of  art.  Therein  you  shall  collect 
only  the  divinest  masterpieces  of  your  own 
artists  and  those  of  other  nations,  and  all 
men  shall  wonder  at  your  artistic  spirit 
and  talent,  and  they  shall  come  to  you  for 
inspiration  from  all  the  corners  o\'  the 
earth. 

Consider,  my  people,  that  there  is  more 
glowing  in  art  to  warm  the  cold  soul  than 
deep-rooted  beliefs,  more  power  to 
strengthen  the  weak  spirit  than  in  great 
false  gods,  and  that  it  intoxicates  more 
sweetly  than  old,  strong  wine. 
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Know,  my  people,  that  you  are  en- 
dowed with  artistic  feeling  and  qualities, 
you  will  sacrifice  yourselves  for  art,  you 
will  he  the  art-hearers  of  the  world,  and 
nearly  all  your  works  will  he  the  works  of 
art,  because  you  will  work  only  with  your 
heart's  love  and  with  devotion. 

The  great  monuments  which  you  will 
erect  in  commemoration  of  your  deliver- 
ance from  your  long  and  bitter  exile,  will 
he  monuments  of  art  for  all  generations, 
to  which  all  men  and  all  people  will  turn 
in  distress  and  despondency  for  consola- 
tion and  for  hope. 

If  a  man  do  his  work  mechanically, 
without  heart  and  affection,  he  must  sign 
it  with  his  name  and  the  date  in  red  let- 
ters, and  go  seven  times,  once  in  each 
month,  to  the  temple  of  art,  to  awaken  in 
his  breast  a  living  interest,  a  loving  will, 
a  resolve  to  create  that  which  is  honest  and 
beautiful  himself. 

Art  consoles  and  heals,  art  preaches  and 
reforms,  art  chases  away  gloomy  fore- 
boding, and  drives  out  evil  thought.  Art 
sanctities   and    makes   divine,    for   not   in 
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schools  and  churches  am  I  God,  but  in 
real  works  of  art,  in  laws  of  justice  and  in 
hearts  of  love.  There  shall  you  seek  me, 
and  there  shall  you  find  me,  thus  says  God. 


Chapter  XIII. 

TAKE  a  great  steel  pen,  dip  it  into  a  sea 
of  fiery  red,  and  burn  these  words  deep 
into  the  black  sky,  so  that  they  may  re- 
main inscribed  there  for  ever  and  ever. 
When  a  dark  night  reigns  throughout  the 
world,  then  they  shall  blaze  forth  and 
shine  abroad  : 

"  Potter,  knead  the  clav  well! 
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Chapter  XIV. 

HARNESS  thy  team  to  a  sharp-edged 
plough,  throw  a  sack  of  good  seed  across 
tin  shoulder  and  <j^o,  pass  through  the 
devastated  towns  and  villages,  through  the 
ruins  and  desolations  of  the  world. 

Thy  plough  shall  peel  the  crustiest  sur- 
face and  grind  the  hard  set  stone. 

The  water-springs  under  the  earth  shall 
hear  thy  tread,  and  lift  up  in  greeting  then 
exquisite  goblets  of  jasper,  brimming  with 
clear  and  sparkling  water  to  quench  the 
fiery  darts  of  the  desert  sun. 

The  earth  shall  thrill  to  the  touch  of  the 
seeds,  and  quickly  become  preenani  and 
bring  forth  spravs  of  sweet-smelling  roses. 
lilies,  and  luscious  fruits  to  quicken  all 
weary  souls  and  all  arid  hearts. 
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Go  forth    and    plough,    u<>    forth    and 

sow  !  And  when  harvest  time  conies,  thy 

sickle  shall  shine  as  the  crescent  moon, 
and  thy  muscles  shall  be  hard  as  fine  steel. 

Go  forth  and  plough,  go  forth  and 
sow  ! 


Chapter  XV. 

ON  a  pitch-black  nightK)f  terror,  when 
wild  gales  and  storms  worked  havoc  on  the 
earth,  and  extinguished  the  stars  in 
heaven,  when  the  sea  tossed  feverishly 
from  side  to  side  and  found  no  rest,  on  a 
night  when  mountains  and  islands  were 
blown  about  like  straws  in  the  wind,  and 
every  vein  of  every  leaf  shook  and  shiv- 
ered; I  fled  for  fear  into  God's  acre,  hid 
among  the  sodden,  tufted  graves  and  the 
old  grey  carven  tombstones,  and  thought  : 
Here,  in  this  sacred  enclosure  1  shall  find 
peace.  But  nay.  There  also  1  heard  a 
terrible  babel  of  sounds  and  cries,  which 
rent  my  ears,  cut  me  to  the  heart  and 
sawed  through  my  skull.  So  T  fell  on  to 
the  small  lonely  grave  of  an  orphan  child, 
burst  into  bitter  weeping  and   prayed  to 
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the  Almighty  :  God,  thou  merciful  God  ! 

Tell  me,  what  are  these  wild  shrieks  and 
sounds,  are  they  the  cries  of  the  hungry 
and  thirsty,  and  the  clank  of  the  swords 
of  the  angels  of  death?  Or  is  it  the  rush 
and  whistle  of  the  black  wings  of  death  it- 
self, cleaving  the  dark,  thick  mists  of 
night?  O  tell  me,  my  God,  tell  me! 
\nd  (rod  said  to  me  : 

Those  are  the  voices  and  the  waitings, 
the  cries  and  sighs  of  the  suffering 
human  souls.  It  is  the  rushing  of  the 
stream  of  innocent  blood,  it  is  the  lamen- 
tation of  murdered  love,  the  snapping 
of  the  strings,  the  bursting  of  the  veins 
of  the  instruments  of  love  and  life. 
Pure  hearts  arc  being  broken  like 
crystal,  holy  souls  are  rent  like  parch- 
ment. The  heated  ovens  of  the  potters 
burst  and  crumble,  together  with  the 
pots  of  faulty  clay,  and  on  the  heaps  of 
nshes,  refuse  and  sherds,  devils  play, 
witches  dance,   and   evil   spirits  howl. 

Saith   God  : 

Go  and  save  those  who  are  drowning 
in  the  vale  of  woe.  and  sinking  in  their 
own   blood,   wash  them   clean  of  sin   and 
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impurity,  drag  them  out  of  the  garbage- 
heaps  and  cleanse  them  from  micy 
mustiness.  Speak  to  them  in  anger. 
speak  to  them  in  pity,  speak  with  fierce 
reproaches  that  shall  sting  and  bite  and 
burn,  like  the  fiery  wounds  of  poisonous 
snakes,  pour  out  upon  them  sweet,  heart- 
felt songs  of  praise  that  soothe  and  heal, 
that  warm  and  quiver,  like  the  golden 
strings  of  the  sunbeams. 


Chapter  XVI. 

TAKE  a  wooden  yoke  on  thy  weak 
shoulders,  hang  thereon  two  copper 
pails,  carry  them  from  house  to  house, 
from  chamber  to  chamber,  till  one  pail 
runs  over  with  the  bitter,  poisoned  tears 
of  sweet  love,  the  other — with  the  pure, 
innocent  blood  shed  by   injustice. 

And  to  the  last  breath  ol*  thy  life,  be 
a  carrier  of  blood  and  tears. 


Chapter   XVII. 

IN  the  darkness  of  midnight,  go  up  and 
sift  the  grains  of  life,  through  the  star- 
pricked,  fire-pierced  sieve  of  heaven. 

Sift  with  all  thy  heart  and  strength, 
sift  with  mercy  and  justice. 

Refine  the  souls  in  the  heavenly  flame, 
cleanse  the  bodies  in  the  morning  dew. 
that  when  they  fall  into  the  abyss,  they 
should  illumine  the  swamp,  and  find 
their  way  by  their  own  inner  light  and 
that,  when  they  come  to  the  surface, 
they  may  be  able  to  withstand  the  cur- 
rent of  the  seas,  and  to  drive  the  waves 
in  the  direction  of  their  will. 
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Chapter  XVIII. 

SING  with  me,  C)  radiant  spirits, 
Sing  me  of  your  heart's  desire; 

Love  and  life  and  peace  and  comfort 
Songs  aglow  with  heavenly  fire. 

Tell,   O  tell  a  sweeter  message: 

Whisper  :  spring  is  drawing  nigher, 

Birds  and  all    four-footed   creatures 
Rise   and   go   to   meet    Messiah. 

Yd    a    while,    and    no    more    letters, 
Heavy   chains  shall   soon    he  broken, 

Wreaths    instead,    of    roses    red, 

You   shall    weave   as   freedom's  token. 

Break   the  prisons,  loose  the  captives, 

Ay,    and    let   the    warders  go, 
Knock  at  tombstones,  tell  the  dead  ones 
Thev    will    hear    you    down    below, 
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Sing  the  secret  of  life's  turmoil, 
Sing  and  weary  not,  be  strong. 

Till  the  feathered  choirs  in  rapture 
Swell  the  chorus  of  your  song. 


Chapter  XIX. 

JEWISH  maiden,  two-told  is  thy  pain, 
ten-told  thine  affliction. 

Thou  sufferest  from  the  chaos  of  love, 
thou  endurest  from  the  chaos  of  thy 
people. 

Thy  breasts  are  dried  up,  thine  eyes 
have  no  more  tears,  a  cloud  of  sadness 
obscures  thy  face. 

Thy  lips  have  never  tasted  the  sweet- 
ness of  love,  but  thou  hast  drained  to  the 
dregs  the  cup  of  the  hatred  of  thine 
enemies. 

O  thou  proud  daughter  of  Jerusalem, 
where  is  now  thy  pride?  Where  is  thy 
youth?  Where  is  now  thy  beloved? 
Where  is  thy  people? 

Thy  pride  is  trodden  under  foot.  Thy 
youth  is  darkened.  Thy  lover  has 
vanished.     Thy  people  is  scattered. 
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Saith  God  : 

Give  the  daughter  of  Zion  good 
tidings,  tell  the  maiden  of  Jerusalem  : 
the  day  of  thy  re-birth  is  dawning,  the 
hour  of  thy  deliverance  is  striking. 

I  will  loosen  thy  stiff  knots,  rend  thy 
strong  tetters,  heal  thy  old  wounds,  open 
the  fountain  of  thy  tears  of  joy. 

I  will  give  thee  back  thy  holy  land, 
and  find  thy  beloved  one  for  thee. 

Thou  and  he  shall  be  enfolded  with  a 
mantle  of  love. 

With  thy  fiery  jet-black  locks  shalt 
thou  cover  his  neck  and  shoulders. 

And  ye  shall  lull  yourselves  to  sleep  in 
the  \  alleys  of  Zion,  in  the  gardens  of 
Jerusalem. 

()  sad  daughter  of  exile! 

Great  is  thy  pain,  deep  is  thine  abase- 
ment. 

But  greater  shall  be  thine  honour,  and 
deeper    thy   joy. 
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Chapter  XX. 

A  SONG  to  the  daughter  of  Zion : 

Throw  off  thy  veil  of  woe 
Sad  orphan,  look,  and  sec  : 

A  sailing  cloud,   with   fire  aglow 
It  brings  a  gift  for  thee. 

A  gifl  no  tongues  can  speak, 
Fairer  than  morning  star, 

More  towering  than  the  Alpine  peak 
Than  ocean  deeper  far. 

Behold  thy  lover  true 

1    pon   that  cloud    he  stands, 

A  hunch  of  flowers  of  brightest  hue 
Fie  holds  in  both  his  hands. 

A  golden  cup  prepare 

And  fill  with  Carmel  wine. 
His  step  draws  near,  forget  thy  care, 
What    bliss  will   now  he  thine! 
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Swifter  than  arrow  shot 

Thy  door  he'll  open  throw, 

And  in  the  mystic  garden-plot 
The  seeds  of"  life  will  sow. 

And  he  will  drink  with  zest 
From  thy  sweet  cup  to-day. 

And  fold  thee  closely  to  his  breast. 
And  not  a  word  will  say. 

He'll   wind  each  silken  tress 

I  j)on  a  golden  pin, 
His  lips  to  thy  wet  lashes   press. 

And  drink   thy  perfume  in. 

He   bends  his   love-lit  brow. 
His  will  he  bends  to  thine. 

For  he  at  last  can  love  thee  now 
With  Love  divine. 


Chapter  XXI. 

GATHER  strength,  fire  of  Zion,  flood 
the  world  with  thy  clear  and  magical  bril- 
liance, illumine  and  purify  all,  all  dark 
valleys  and  obscure  corners,  warm 
through  the  chill  of  the  North,  sin^e  the 
wings  of  the  winds  of  the  South,  burn 
up  tile  mists  and  fogs  of  the  West.  Thy 
sun  shall  penetrate  the  earth  and  overflow 
the  heavens. 

Send  forth  hosts  of  fiery  clouds 
through  the  world,  and  scorch  up  the 
fungus  and  the  mould  that  cover  the 
fruits  and  the  (lowers  of  (iod  and  stifle 
their  breath. 

Shool  forth  thy  li<xhtenin<>-  across  the 
earth,  that  it  may  <xive  sight  to  the  blind 
and   light  to  darkened  souls. 

Thunder  so  loud  and  deep  and  fear- 
fully, that  the  earth  shall  crack  and  split, 
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and  the  worms,  snakes  and  larva'  that 
gnaw  the  roots  and  suck  the  juice  of  the 
fruits  and  herbs  shall  shrink  together 
with  fright  and  freeze  and  be  congealed. 
()  gather  strength,  fire  of  Zion 
And  light  up  the  world! 


Chapter  XXII. 

THEN,  when  love  shall  have  conquered 

sin;  truth,  falsehood;  and  beauty,  grace- 
lessness.  Then,  when  you  will  live  to 
sec  your  seventh  and  eighth  generation 
sitting  round  your  table,  pure  and  inno- 
cent as  white  doves,  free  of  sin,  sickness, 
riches  and  poverty.  Then,  when  Zion's 
clear  sunshine  (ills  the  whole  world,  and 
all  people  bathe  in  an  eternal  sea  of  light, 
then  will  Zion's  children  sing  with  hot 
tears  a  song  and   praise  to  God  : 

God  ! 

Sweet   is  life,  enchanting  is  the  earth, 
Kverv   heart  is  pure  and   crystal-clear, 

In  the  field  and  house,  with  sinless  mirth, 
Serve    and    praise    we    our    Protector 
dear. 
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One  thing  more!     Eternal  life  as  well 
Do    thou   give   us,    free   of  death    and 
tears. 
We  tor  evermore  with  thee  would  dwell 
God,    from    age   to    youth   renew   our 
years. 

And  God  will  answer  them  : 

Lo,  I  have  listened  to  your  song, 
And  I  have  drunk  your  tears. 

I  swear  to  you,  you  will  live  long, 
I  will  increase  your  years. 

Till  I  perpetuate  your  life, 

And  till  1,  God,  in  man  repose. 

1'ntil   my  spirit  in  your  heart 
Life's  secret  shall  disclose. 


Chapter  XXIII. 

WITH  trumpets  and  with  drums,  march 
along  the  high  roads  and  the  broad 
avenues  of  the  world,  wake  all  nations 
to  the  great  day  of  joy  and  celebration. 

The  busybodies  will  draw  hack  and  the 
royal   carriages  conic  to  a  standstill. 

The  crossing-sweepers  and  the  little 
gutter  boys  will  open  their  mouths  in 
astonishment. 

All  will  hear  of  God's  wonders  and  he 
penel  rated  by  his  words. 

Tell  them  :  I,  God,  will  no  more  for- 
sake  my   peoole  Israel. 

I  delivered  them  from  Egypt.  T 
brought  them  out  of  "Babylon.  T  will 
also  lead  them  out  of  their  present,  last 
exile. 

Tell  them,  that  no  nation  and  no  ruler 
will  ever  again  set  fire  to  my  holy  temple 
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of  art,  to  my  palace  of  justice,  or  dis- 
turb the  peaceful  dwellings  of  my  child- 
ren. 

Cry  aloud  :  Israel  lives !  A  nation 
among  the   nations. 

Call  them  all  to  Jerusalem  to  celebrate 
the  great  day  of  deliverance,  invite  them 
to  the  great  festival,  to  dance  the  dance 
of  freedom,  and  to  drink  of  the  sunshine 
of  Zion. 

Tell  then i.  1  have  forgiven  Pharaoh,  I 
have  forgiven  Sennacherib,  and  I  will 
forgive  the  present  oppressors  and 
enemies. 

Israel's  enemies  have  themselves  been 
sated  with  hatred,  and  the  oppressors  of 
Judah  have  been  themselves  oppressed. 

Their  way  was  a  dark  one,  and  they 
stumbled  and  trod  on  the  weaker  ones. 

But  I  will  take  them  all  under  my 
wings,  endow  them  with  mv  understand- 
ing,  permeate  them  with  my  spirit,  illu- 
mine them  with  my  light. 

Till  all  nations  shall  serve  one  God, 
speak  one  language,  and  sing  one  song. 

The  song  of  justice,  beauty  and  love. 
the  song  of  God. 


Chapter  XXIV. 

A  SONG  to  the  mountains  ol*  Zion  : 

Hear,  you  hills,  the  .Ionian  rush? 

With  a  kiss  he   wakes  you, 

With  a  secret  slakes  you, 
Murmuring  softly:    Hush,   hush,   hush. 

He  brings  you  a  message  ol'  gladness 
From  your  children   far  away. 

In  the  conflagration,  without  a  shirt. 
They    fled — woeful    was    the    day  ! 

They  suffered  torment,  in  every  place 
From  serpents  and  wild  beasts*  claws, 

And  you.  you  withered  and  dried  apace 
Like   threshed-out,    yellow   straws. 

()   ho  !   They  are  coming  back. 
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They  are   coming   weak,    and   bent,   and 
sickly, 
Their  heads  are  bruised  and  sore, 
But   you,    with   your   magic     herbs     lull 
quickly 
Will  make  them  whole  as  of  yore. 

You    will   lap   them    and    wrap    them    in 
spices. 
And  warm  their  limbs  on  your  knees. 
And   give    them   lire,    and    strength    and 
sweetness, 
From  your  stars  and  roses  and  cedar 
trees. 

You   will   spread  out  your  cloth  of  "Teen 
velvet. 
With  the  old  Sabbath  sweetmeats  (he 
same. 
That  quickened  their  spirit  aforetime 
To  give  thanks  to  His  Holy  name. 

They   shall  sing   for  joy   with  the  song- 
birds, 
And  danee  on  the  tips  of  their  toe, 
Sip  juice,  eat   fruit  in  the  gardens 

Where  the  date  and  the  orange-tree, 
grow. 
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Then  be  glad,  ye  mountains  of  Zion, 
For,  oh  wonder!  at  God's  behest 

Von  shall  shortly  bud  and  blossom. 
With  your  children  at  your  breast. 
I  lush,   hush,  hush. 


Chapter  XXV. 

IN  a  moment  of  doubt  and  despondency, 
in  a  moment  of  depression  and  gloom. 
God  appeared  to  me  and  said  : 

Go,  my  child,  and  comfort  thy  people 
thus  : 

When  you  come  to  your  holy  land,  a 
man  will  rise  up  among  you.  he  will 
come  from  the  countries  of  the  West. 
Jewish  blood  from  his  mother  will  run 
in  his  veins,  and  all  nations  shall  speak 
well  of  him.  Men  shall  honour  and  trust 
him,  he  will  he  a  kind-hearted  man  with 
a  strong  will  and  much  wisdom.  He  will 
be  one  of  the  righteous  among  the  Gen- 
tiles, and  will  offer  his  life  on  your  altar. 
He  will  unite  you,  my  people,  and  imbue 
you    with    a    sense     of     order,     he     will 
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strengthen  your  borders  and  secure  your 
existence. 

You  will  love  him,  my  people,  with  a 
holy  love,  and  his  name  shall  be  engraved 
on  the  tablets  of  your  hearts  Tor  ever  and 
shall  never  be  effaced. 


Chapter  XXVI. 

GOD  revealed  himself  to  me  and  said  : 
Throw  off  thy  sad,  black  garb,  put  on 
rich  and  beautiful  clothing,  let  thy  hair 
grow  long,  wear  a  tire-opal  in  the  ring  on 
thy  linger,  and  a  wonderfully  engraved 
stone  at  thy  neck.  Sanctity  thyself  in 
the  chaste  and  tranquil  spirit  of  thy 
mother,  and  go  up  to  Mount  Lebanon 
when  the  sun  is  boldly  rising  in  the  hast 
and  the  dew  is  tenderly  kissing  the 
flowers.  From  thence  I  will  show  thee 
the  palace  of  justice  of  the  Sanhedrin, 
the  divine  temple  of  art  and  Zion's  holy 
dwellings  of  Love. 

A  holy  spirit  shall  hover  over  the 
thresholds  and  the  roofs,  and  the 
Shechinah  shine  from  out  the  doors  and 
windows. 

Hearts  shall  overflow  with  gladness 
like  goblets  with  wine,  and  the  air  shall 
be  full  of  song  and  rejoicing. 


63 


Chapter  XXVII. 

CLANG  mightily  the  heavenly  bells, 
blow  bravely  the  great  ram's  horn,  let 
the  sounds  reach  in  the  ears  of  the  singers 
and  players  of  all  the  generations  and 
speak  to  them  thus  : 

No  more  shall  you  sing  lullabies  to  the 
deal'  infants  suffering  for  their  father's 
sins,  no  more  shall  you  play  sad  melodies 
on  the  strings  of  wounded  and  frozen 
hearts. 

Men,  embittered  by  hatred,  will  no 
more  listen  to  your  narcotic  love-songs, 
opiates  for  sickly  souls,  because  I  have 
shattered  the  pillars  of  shame  of  your 
temples  of  discord,  and  broken  to  pieces 
the  poetic  stage  built  of  the  needs  and 
miseries  and  the  crying  wrongs  of  the 
weak.  I  have  smashed  your  musical  in- 
struments  and    torn   the   strings  to   bits, 
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and  the  clang  of  the  heavenly  bells  and 
the  blast  of  the  trumpets  have  drowned 
the  echo  of  your  songs  of  joy  and 
mourning. 

But  hear  what  God  says  : 

I  created  your  throbbing  hearts  for 
oiusic,  and  your  delieaie  souls  for  song, 
and  I  send  you  at  the  hands  of  my  mes- 
sengers new  instruments,  on  which  you 
will  now  be  able  to  express  your  highest 
thoughts,  your  deepest  emotions,  in  sym- 
phonies hitherto  unheard.  To  your  love- 
songs,  the  very  fish  in  the  waters,  and 
creatures  under  the  earth,  will  give  ear, 
your  songs  of  freedom  will  be  the  very 
echoes  of  the  bells  of  heaven,  your  melo- 
dies will  be  as  balsam  to  wounded  hearts 
and  to  suffering  souls,  because  you  will 
sing  and  play  your  real  Song  of  Songs 
on  harps  of  righteousness,  on  the  pipes 
of  love,  and  en  the  lute  of  life. 


Chapter  XXVIII. 

I  PRAYED  to  God: 

()  God,  must  I  exhaust  myself  drop 
by  drop,  mid  burn  out  spark  by  spark? 
Why  not  let  me  give  thy  message  in  one 
burst  of  flame,  in  one  overflow,  in  one 
song,  in  one  syllable?  And  it  should  be 
such  a  mighty  outpouring,  it  should  catch 
my  breath  and  transport  my  soul,  and 
flash  as  lightning  into  the  dark  and 
secrei  chambers  >.A'  every  living,  longing 
child  of  man  ? 

()  God,  when,  oh  when,  wilt  thou 
kindle  the  great   fire? 

And  ( lod  answered   me  : 

I  have  directed  thee  to  a  fountain  of 
pure  oil  and   holy  oil  of  anointment  and 
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there  shalt  thou  set  a  candle,  made  of  the 
marrow  of  thy  bones  and  the  wick  of  thy 
soul,  lighted  with  a  spark  of  the  love  of 
justice. 

And  when  the  candle  shall  have  burnt 
up,  and  nearly  burnt  out,  then,  only 
then,  shall  the  great  and  holy  light  burst 
forth. 


Chapter   XXIX. 

BIRN  the  sun  on  the  altar  of  infinite- 
love,  offer  the  whole  world  as  a  holocaust 
on  the  battlefield  of  right. 

Break  the  rainbow  in  two,  make  of  one 
hall'  a  bow  tor  Amor,  and  of  the  other 
half  a  fierv  sword  for  Justice. 
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CLASP  the  world  with  a  white-hot  steel 
hoop  of  justice,  embrace  mankind  with  a 
fiery  serpent  of  love,  and  like  the  morn- 
ing star,  illumine  the  dark  pits  with  the 
light  of  beauty. 

Till    there    shall    he    no    trace     of     the 
swamps  of  evil,  murder  and  lust. 


Git 


Chapter  XXXI. 

WOK  unto  you,  oppressors,  woe  unto 
you,  oppressed.  Who  has  robbed  the 
mother  of  her  only  comfort  in  life,  and 
murdered  her  innocent  child?  Who  has 
put  out  the  single  light  of  her  dark 
existence  and  wrapped  her  in  cold  gloom? 
Who  has  orphaned  the  little  children? 
Who  is  it  sucks  I  heir  blood? 

You,   kings  of  war  and   lords  of  hate. 

From  the  red  bricks  of  your  palaces 
and  council  chambers  splashes  the  blood 
ol*  the  poor  unfortunate,  from  the  mortar 
there  oozes  the  marrow  of  the  weak 
fallen. 

[Tnder  the  mask  of  freedom  and 
honour,  you  destroy  the  last  vestige  of 
honour  and  freedom. 

Without    shame,    without    pity,    you 
desecrate  the  last  remains  of  holiness,  the 
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love  between  children  and  parents,  until 
man  is  turned  into  proud-flesh  with  no 
more  care  for  the  cut  of  your  lash,  no 
more  feeling  for  the  pain  of  your  blows. 

The  very  heavens  weep,  the  winds  wail 
over  the  great  ruin  of  the  world,  the 
gloomy  destiny  of  the  children  of  men. 

Saith  God  : 

Quake,  thrones  !  Shake,  crowns  !  I 
can  no  longer  bear  your  lies  and  your 
murders.  The  day  of  reckoning  is  near. 
The  minutes  of  your  power  are  num- 
bered. 1  will  tear  off  your  mask,  flay 
your  false  skin,  and  set  you  in  the  middle 
of  the  market-place.  1  will  lead  past 
your  eyes  the  millions  of  killed  and 
wounded,  those  by  fish-chewed  and 
worm-nibbled,  accompanied  by  their 
anguished  mothers  and  hopeless  orphans. 
You  shall  see  the  fruit  of  your  work, 
and   they   will  sec  your   naked   shame. 


Chapter  XXXII. 

WITH  walls  of  stones  and  thorns  have 
you  fenced  in  your  gardens,  and  covered 
them  with  roofs  of  iron  and  steel.  The 
fruits  languish,  the  stalks  rot  and  drop 
off  piece  by  piece.  The  delicate  young 
blossoms  wither  with  thirst,  and  are 
parched  before  they  unfold. 

Should  a  ray  of  sunlight  steal  in,  it  is 
like  a  spear  driven  into  a  tender  heart. 
Should  a  rain-drop  find  its  way  through 
it,  falls  like  a  sprinkle  on  a  hot  desert. 
The  wind,  blowing  past,  is  poisoned,  and 
the  nightingale  is  silenced  in  the  heart 
of   May. 

Saith  God  : 
I  will  send  a  storm  of  fiery  hail  that  shall 
incll    your    roofs    like    wax,    a    whirlwind 
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that  shall  tear  down  your  walls  like  cob- 
webs, and  a  flood  of  rain  that  shall  wash 
away  all  the  dirt  and  foulness.  Then 
will  everything  that  is  sown  in  God's 
gardens  shoot  and  bloom  and  bear  fruit. 
And  all  men  shall  see  it  and  exclaim  in 
one  tongue  :   "'  God  lives." 


Chapter  XXXIII. 

WHEN  you  shall  have  torn  up  your 
rotten  foundations,  which  breathe  out 
mould  on  to  your  walls  and  cover  your 
roofs  with  moss. 

When  you  shall  have  thrust  away  the 
devilish  fingers  which  squeeze  the  life  out 
of  your  brain  till  you  are  like  crushed 
raisins,  without  sap,  without  vigour,  only 
refuse.  And  when  you  shall  have  taken 
away  the  splinters  of  shame  and  the 
thorns  of  sin  that  tangle  and  rend  the 
silken  threads  <>f  the  weavers  of  the  holy 
and  exalted,  and  made  a  clean  sweep  of 
all  splinters  and  thorns  that  work  their 
way  into  the  quivering  heart.  When 
you  shall  have  laid  in  your  lands  the 
foundations  of  love,  beauty,  and  justice, 
then  you  will  cease  doubting  the  use  and 
the   purpose   of  life,   because   every   day 
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you  will  find  fresh  springs  of  satisfaction 
and  joy,  and  dear  troubles,  troubles  <>f 
life  that  strengthen  the  heart  and  brace 
the  soul. 

And  in  the  soul-life  you  will  have  a 
thousand  times  more  light  than  in  the 
sun,  more  mystery  than  in  the  moon, 
more  entrancing  magic  than  in  the  rain- 
bow. 


Chapter  XXXIV. 

FORGE    thyself   a   crown   of   the    thick 
black  mist, 

And  instead  of  brilliants  and  diamonds, 
Set  therein  suns  and  stars. 

Instead  o!'  rubies  and  pearls 
Blood-drops   and    tears. 

Weave  thyself  a  breast-plate 
( )f  the  rays  of  the  spirit 

( )f  intelligence     a  spear 
That   pierces  and   rends. 

Fire-  of  a  volcano 
Be  the  flame  of  thy  soul. 

Thy  right  hand  a  sword  of  justice, 
Thv  left  a  bow  of  love. 
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Chapter   XXXV. 

NOT  with  dreams  and  visions  shall  you 
drive  the  heavy  black  clouds  from  the 
mountain  tops,  clouds  soaked  with  sin, 
hut  with  a  righteous  human  life.  Not 
with  battleships  and  flying  machines  and 
wireless  will  you  abolish  the  reptiles  of 
jealousy  and  mistrust,  and  the  gods  <>!' 
war  and  hate,  hut  with  love,  beauty  and 
justice. 

Not  with  flowery  phrases  and  syren 
songs  will  you  melt  the  heaps  of  rusty 
iron  chains  and  make  pulp  of  the  piles 
of  mouldy  law  papers,  but  with  the  fire 
of  the  spirit  and  the  wheel  of  the  intel- 
lect. 

Not  with  hot  salt  water  or  with  per- 
fumed soap  will  you  attain  to  purity,  hut 
with  hot  salt  tears. 
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With  hot  tears  must  you  wash  the 
steps  you  have  soiled  and  stained  with 
blood,  the  steps  that  lead  to  the  high  and 
holy  tower. 

And  when  you  come  to  knock  at  the 
gates  of  God,  let  your  hands  he  clean  of 
blood. 


Chapter   XXXVI. 

IN  thy  twilight,  wrap  thyself,  like  the 
dark  grey  clouds  in  the  azure  heaven- 
mantle  of  thy  holiest  aspirations,  and 
plunge  and  be  submerged  like  the  sun  in 
his  bath  of  tire.  Plunge  with  sueh  an 
impetus,  that  Haines,  fiery  torches  and 
sparks  shall  Hood  the  horizon.  And  when 
thou  seest  the  black  sky  glow  red.  fear 
not,  have  no  dread  of  a  sudden  death. 
because  sunset  in  the  West  is  sunrise  in 
the  East. 


Chapter  XXXVII. 
THUS  says  God  : 

Conic,  broken,  helpless,  innocent  child- 
ren, come  nearer  to  me,  and  I  will  lay  a 
healing  salve  to  your  hearts.  Listen  to 
my  words,  and  I  will  give  you  new  feel- 
ings, fresh  limbs,  I  will  open  the  doors  of 
your  ears,  and  draw  hack  the  curtains 
from  your  eyes,  so  that  you  shall  hear  the 
distant  melody  of  the  harps  of  the  future, 
and  see  the  sinus  of  the  coming  happy 
generations.  A  time  will  conic,  and  that 
time  is  near,  when  men  shall  cease  from 
sleeping  on  piercing  thorns  and  dreaming 
of  beds  of  roses,  from  imagining  sweet 
honey  and  drinking  hitter  gall.  When 
they  shall  no  more  have  love  on  their 
lips  and  hatred  in  their  hearts,  and  when 
the  lover  shall  devote  to  his  beloved  his 
whole  heart,  body  and  soul. 

so 
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The  souls  of  the  loved  shall  be  molten 
and  fused  together,  and  harden  into  a 
rock  of  fine  white  crystal,  and  out  of  these 
crystal  rocks  they  shall  hew  lasting  giant 
statues  of  the  great,  shining  future. 

The  dwellings  of  hate  and  sin  shall 
crumble  and  be  forgotten,  the  gardens 
of  lust,  wherein  old  and  young  run  hither 
and  thither  like  poisoned  mice,  and  kiss 
each  other  with  deathly  poisonous  kisses. 

These  gardens  shall  he  cleansed  and 
perfumed  with  incenses,  and  sprinkled 
with  spices  through  the  sacrifice  tor  pure 
love,  through  the  love  for  the  holy  sacri- 
fice. 

Rise  up,  bridegroom, 

Embrace    thy    chosen   bride, 
Kiss  the  soul,  sweeter  than  any  rose 

The  leaves  disclosed. 
Wake,  bride,  and   turn  to  him  thy   hea- 
venly face — 
Thy   love,    thy    life,    thy     spirit's     self 
embrace  ! 


Chapter  XXXVIII. 

RING  the  heavenly  bell,  blow  the  great 
ram's  horn,  call  together  all  the  best 
and  most  honourable  men,  men  on 
whose  forehead  is  graven  the  seal  of  sor- 
row, and  whose  heart  glows  at  the  suffer- 
ing of  others. 

And  speak  to  them  thus  : 

If  yon  will  observe  with  eare,  when 
planning  and  planting  your  vineyards  and 
gardens,  you  will  see  with  your  own  exes, 
how  everything  blooms  and  fruits  and  in- 
creases in  beauty  from  day  to  day.  ^  ou 
will  save  moistening  the  dry  branches  with 
your  tears,  and  colouring  the  pale  blos- 
soms with  your  blood.  And  if  you  will 
not  pay  attention  when  you  sow,  but  go 
your  old,  unillumined  ways,  and  scatter 
the  seed   in   senseless  and     wild     fashion, 
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there  will  come  a  time  when  your  tears 
and  your  blood  will  have  been  poured  out 
to  exhaustion,  and  the  tree  of  life  will 
perish. 

Saith  God  : 

Then,  when  I  shall  hear  the  last  moan 
and  there  will  he  no  more  hope,  then, 
when  life  is  all  hut  extinct,  I  swear  it  by 
myself,  I  will  send  forth  great,  sharp 
wheels  of  fire  and  they  shall  roll  with 
lightning  speed  round  the  world,  grind 
the  earth  to  hits,  burn  up  the  elods  and 
annihilate  their  ashes,  and  I  will  melt  the 
gold,  silver,  copper  and  all  shining 
metals,  liquify  the  diamonds,  emeralds, 
opals  and  all  precious  stones,  with  a  blaek 
curtain  will  1  cover  the  sun,  in  a  box  of 
pitch  will  I  confine  tin-  moon,  1  will  blow 
out  the  stars  and  turn  all  back  into  chaos. 


Chapter  XXXIX. 

O  God!  My  God! 

L  AM  myself  but  a  weak  and  sinful  man, 
a  child  o!'  chaos,  a  child  of  sorrow,  a 
child  of  the  most  unfortunate  of  peoples, 
with  a  broken  speech  of  exile.  Who  am 
i,  and  what  am  I.  to  speak  to  mankind 
in  thy  name? 

And  God  answered  me  : 

Yea,  for  that  reason,  tor  that  very  rea- 
son, have  I  chosen  thee  tor  my  messen- 
ger, then  art  the  man  for  whom  thou 
thyself  hast  waited,  and  hoped,  that  lie 
should  deliver  thee. 

Thou  ail  thine  own  star. 

I  create  thee  ;i  heart  healer  and  a  soul 
imbuer  Tor  all  mankind. 

Yea,  thou  art  the  man  and  holy  is  thy 
fire. 

Thou  art  the  man,  and  thy  fire  is  God. 

si 


Chapter  XL. 

()!  LORD  of  the  world! 

Shut  not  yet  the  seven  red,  fiery  gates. 
Tell  me,  I  beseech  thee,  shall  misguided 
and  bewildered  men  soon  begin  to  under- 
stand the  truth  of*  thy  words? 

And  God  answered  me  : 

Go  down  and  reseethe  the  different 
streams  of  life  in  the  blood  of  thy  heart. 
Pour  away  the  unclean  scum  and  dip 
thyself  in  the  clear  limpidity,  and  then 
reflect  on  the  human  soul  of  love,  the 
wonder  of  wonders  and  the  chief  enchant- 
ment of  creation,  the  secret  of  creative 
power  itself. 

Penetrate  yet  deeper,  and  come  to  me 
in  the  Holy  of  Holies,  and  I  will  reveal 
to  thee  what   shall  be  in  the  near  future. 
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I  did  so,  came  into  the  Holy  of  Holies, 
and  bowed  myself  before  God. 

Said  God  to  me,  thus  : 

Cast  thine  eyes  down  to  the  sea.  Be- 
holdest  thou,  how  the  waves  rush  toward 
the  shore,  dash  themselves  upon  the 
rocks,  kiss  every  pebble,  cleanse  every 
grain  of  sand?  Hearest  thou  the  sea 
roar?  And  how  it  boils  and  seel  lies. 
Secst  thou  how  the  hot  foam  curls  itself 
round  the  earth,  embraces  the  islands  of 
the  world,  tears  its  way  into  all  water- 
falls, narrow  gulleys  and  clefts  in  the 
rocks? 

But  far,  far  more  mightily  will  the  seas 
of  love,  beauty  and  justice  rush  and  roar, 
the  billows  will  lii'l  themselves  sky-high, 
till  the  naked  depths  beneath  will  be  dis- 
closed. They  will  burst  and  spread  them- 
selves far  and  wide  with  stormy  love, 
glide  and  coax  their  way  deeper  and 
deeper  into  all  hearts  that  feel,  all  minds 
I  ha!  think,  all  souls  that  yearn,  till  the 
day  come  when  out  of  the  little  creatures 
shall  emerge  once  more  the  great 
creators. 


Chapter  XLI. 

AND    when    the   soul    came   before    God 
himself, 
And  had  besought  him  thus  with  bitter 
weeping : 
()  God,  take  me  now  out  of  man,  break 
now  the  bond, 
I  can  no  more  breathe,  for  the  weight 
of  his  sins  upon  me. 

Me   lie   prostitutes   and    I    am    forced    to 

listen 
How  he  swears  falsely  by  thy  name. 
The   shame   and   the  suffering   are  surely 
had  for  us  both 

So  were  it  not  best,  that   thou  shouldst 
part   us? 
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O  God,   I  would  sooner  my  grave  were 
the  bull  of  the  wild, 
Than  this  cruel  creature  of  intellect— 

man,  the  mild  ! 
Said  God  to  the  soul  : 
I   am   well  aware  of  thy   torment, 

Of  the  truth  of  thy  petition, 
And  everything  thou  hast  told  me. 

I  have  chosen  me  a  servant, 
And  have  commanded  him 

To  shew  to   mankind 
Their  lies  and  their  mistakes. 

From  evil  inclination 
From  sin  and  defilement, 

From  Palling  and  destruction, 
To  redeem  thee,   ()  Soul  ! 


Chapter  XLII. 

THESE  were  the  words  of  God, 

Of  God,  the  only  God, 

The  God  of  my  life, 

The  God  of  my  soul 

I  know  no  other  God. 

Tlini  I  praise, 

Ilim  I  serve. 

From  the  fiery  ladder  of  the  East, 

TTe  revealed  to  me  the  two  mirrors  : 

The  cracked   and  broken  sin-mirror, 

With  the  bloody  fingermarks  of 

A   chaotic,   unclean,   murderous  life, 

And  the  divine  sun-mirror, 

Without  a  scratch,  without  a  flaw, 

Without  a  spot,  without  a  stain, 

Him  I  praise, 

Him  I  serve. 
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He  has  let  me  draw  from  his  fountain. 

He  has  made  me  drunk  with  his  light, 

Him  I  praise, 

Him  I  serve. 

J  know  no  other  God. 

I  comprehend  no  other, 

I  Iim  T  praise, 

Him  I  serve. 


Chapter  XLIII. 

HE  has  showed  me  how  the  torn  and 
disordered  beams  that  spring  from  the 
holy  graves  in  Jerusalem  unite  blazing 
before  the  Throne  of  Glory,  and  illumine, 
as  the  sun  at  midday,  the  horizon  of  the 
world-soul. 

Him  I  praise,  Him  I  serve. 
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Chapter  XLIV. 

II I M  I  praise,  Him  I  serve, 

And  my  heart, brimming  with  glory 

Melts  in  never-ending  melody, 

And  all  things,  all  things,  overflow  with 

song, 
Air  and  sky, 
Sound  and  silence. 
Every  grain  of  earth, 
Every  drop  of  the  sea. 
Sinus  the  song  of  my  heart. 
Every  glitter  of  a  star. 
Every  ray  of  the  sun, 
Sinus  the  song  of  my  soul. 
All    great    and    mighty    mountains 
Lean   with   exultation 
And  thunder  :    holy,  holy,  holy. 
And  all   sweet ,  shy  roses 
Uend  their  heads  in  adoration 
\nd   nod   amen,   amen,  amen. 
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